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Were fewer, scattered stars, yet since in truth
The highest is the measure of the man,
And not the Kaffir, Hottentot, Malay,
Nor those horn-handed breakers of the glebe,
But Homer, Plato, Verulam ; even so
With woman : and in arts of government
Elizabeth and otters ; arts of war
The peasant Joan and others; arts of grace
Sappho and others vied with any manV
And, last not least, she who had left her place,
And bow'd her state to them, that they might
grow
To use and power on this Oasis, lapt
In the arms of leisure, sacred from the blight
Of ancient influence and scorn,
At last
She rose upon a wind of prophecy
Dilating on the future ,* ' everywhere
Two heads in council, two beside the hearth,
Two in the tangled business of the world^
Two in the liberal offices of life,
Two plummets dropt for one to sound the abyss
Of science, and the secrets of the mind :
Musician, painter, sculptor, critic, more:
And everywhere the broad and bounteous Earth
Should bear a double growth of those rare souls.
Poets, whose thoughts enrich the blood of the
world.'
She ended here, and beckon'd us : the rest
Parted; and, glowiiig full-faced welcome, she
Began to address us, and was moving on
In gratulation, till as when a boat
Tacks, and the slacken'd sail flaps, all her voice
Faltering and fluttering in her throat, she cried
'My brother!*    'Well, my sister.'     'O'  she
said
e What do you here? and in this dress? and these?
Why who are these ? a wolf within the fold !
A pack of wolves ! the Lord be gracious to me!